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SUNSHINE AND MIST.

An hour ago—but one short hour—
The landscape lay all clear and bright,
The hills, in majesty and power,

Stood forth all bathed in radiant light;
The woods near by—the grand old trees,
That hid the shadows at their feet,
8tood crowned with sunlight, as at ease,
And glad once more the sun to greet.

One hour ago, all nature seemed
Reflecting back the smile of God,
The glory of His sunlight streamed
On all anear and far abroad:
It seemed as though to earth again
Had come the beauty and the joy
Of that so brief Edenic reign,
Ere sin its beauty did destroy.

A single hour, and what a change
Has come, so sudden and complete,

The eye no longer has a range
Beyond a few and near-by feet!

A dense gray mist has come between,
And blotted every charm from sight;

The outlook, which so bright had been,
Lies shrouded in the gray of night.

And comes there not in all our lives
Just some such darkened hour as this,
When gloomy fear the soul deprives
Of all that makes for rest and- bliss?
When God seems far, and all the hills
Whence comes our strength are hid
from sight,
When gloomy fear usurping fills
Our souls with darkness of the night?

But mists cannot endure for aye,
They soon dissolve in drops of rain;
The sunshine through them finds its way,

The hills of God stand out again,
The smiile of God illumines all!
How foolish now our fancies seem,
As fades away the gloomy pall,
Like some dissolving night-time dream!
—William G. Haeselbarth, in Christian
Work.

COLEBY' S GOOSE.:

&
g By C. Lauren Hooper. :
il

T was an afternoon in June, and we
boys were lounging on the banks
of Coleby’s pond. It was cool there
in the shade, and we felt very com-
‘fortable as we watched old Coleby,
the blacksmith, at work in his hot,
grimy shop just across the sheet of
water that bore his name, and which
served as a sea for his stately fleet of

geese. .

Coleby was an honest old German.
He owed no man a cent, and was care-
ful that no man should long owe him
one.

Just and exact in his dealings, he
expected men to be just and exact
with him. Nevertheless, he was un-
fortunate enough to have provoked
the mirth of us boys, and, as we lay
there in the shade that afternoon, we
amused ourselves in a manner that
pleased us highly, but sent him to the
verge of distraction.

“Coleby, Coleby, bring back that
goose!” we cried, with the rythmic
swing of the voice with which the
charcoal-vender cries his ware through
the streets. “Coleby, Coleby, bring
_back that goose!”

Coleby's goose—that is, the one of
the flock that was celebrated in our
monotonous song—had one day
strayed from the rest as they plucked
grass on the common by the pond,
and was last seen, as one of the boys
told Coleby, near an inverteds yawl,
raised a few feet from the ground
by standards, and used as a hen-
coop by a fisherman who lived in the
vieinity.

Coleby mourned the loss of his
goose, and suspected that some of kis
disreputable neighbors had taken her.

Having failed to discover the fate
of the fowl, he sallied forth one night
to investigate. The first place he went
to was the fisherman’s.

Now, Coleby wouldn’t really have
gone info his neighbor’s coop with-
out just reason, but he had a right
to his suspicions, so he only listened
quietiy outside, with his ear against
the weather-beaten yawl.

Suddenly, Coleby heard the drowsy
“honk” of a goose—such a “honk™ as
a homesick goose might make if she
were dreaming of a voyage with the
fleet on Coleby’s pond.

Coleby well knew that the fisher-
man only had three chickens, two
ducks and a drake, and not a goose to
his name; so he concluded that the
_fowl within was his.

i Stealthily entering the coop, he
took the goose under his arm, but,
unused to such treatment, the goose
made such an outery and fuss for
freedom that the fisherman was
aroused and hastened to the coop
door, where he met Coleby, who had
finally secured and quieted the fright-
ened bird.

“Here, sir!” said the fisherman;
#whose goose is that?”

“It ain’d your goose already,” said
Coleby. “It’s mine goose.”

“What do you keep her in my coop
for, then?” shouted the fisherman.
~ “Shame on you,” said Coleby, “for

tealing a poor goose—a poor goose

' yat vas lost!”

“Steal it!” shouted the fisherman.
. %] steal your goose! What do you
. mean?” .

. “How did yer goose get in your

‘ coop if you did’t steal it?” Coleby

 asked, angrily.

. And so the quarrel went on.

“The fish an was enraged. He
~ gaid he hadn’t stolen the goose, and
ﬁd}]’t even know it was in his coop.

Coleby would listen to no explana-

on, but went away triumphant, say-

he would have the law on the
rinan, if any more of his geese
~missing. -

@grpcxt day the fiskerman told it

r the village that Coleby had been
. raiding the coops, and had come
of his ducks and chickens, but

already stolen made such

it aroused him. and he

l
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came upon the scene only to be ae-
cused of having stolen a goose that
he knew had not been in his coop.

No honest fisherman, he said, would
stand being duped like that, and it
was perfectly plain that Coleby had
stolen the goose somewhere and took
that ingenious way of throwing the
guilt on some one else.

In fact a goose happened to be
missing from the flock of another
neighbor and never was heard of
after, so far as I know. Thus the
joke was on poor Coleby.

So we lay there in the shade that
summer afternoon, and with a per-
sistency that never flagged, we sang
in rhythmic monotone:

“Coleby, Coleby, bring back that
goose! Coleby, Coleby, bring back
that goose!™

The anvil rang louder than ever and
the sparks flew madly as Coleby's
hammer beat down with fury. He be-
came angrier each minute until at
last, in a blind rage, he ran to the
edge of the pond, brandishing in his
hands a pair of tongs.

He swung them around his head
and hurled them at us with the ut-
most strength of his brawny arm.

“Take that goose vunce!” he cried,
and the +tongs went straddling
through the air and fell ker-chug
right in the middle of the pond.

We boys really knew more about
the history of that goose than any-
one suspected or we cared to tell.

Alf Waters had caught her in a
fence corner and had imprisoned her
in his father’s unused stable, and all
to hear what a fuss Coleby would
make, for nothing enraged him so
much as a depredation committed
on his geese.

Three nights after having taken the
goose, Alf tired of his sport, and
taking her under his arm he earried
her to Coleby’s coop. Coleby’s coop
was locked. What could Alf do? He
had no intention of keeping the
goose, for he was one oP the best fel-
lows that ever lived.

“Now,” thought Alf, “I will put
poor goosey where she will be com-
fortable for the night, and in the
morning she will go home herself.”

The first place Alf thought of was
the upturned boat the fisherman used
for a coop, and in five minutes the
goose was comfortably settled on the
ground with the two ducks and drake,
while the three chickens slept on the
roost above.

There! Alf had done his duty, and
it was just in time, for scarcely half
an hour afterward Coleby and the
fisherman met at the coop door, and
each thought the other a thief.

The summer days were filled with
the round of boyish pleasures, and, al-
though I say it with regret, we boys
frequently requested Ccoleby, in our
most musical tones, to “bring back
that goose.” And Coleby himself be-
came so angry at us that we would
scarcely dare to go near his shop.

But there came an end to our teas-
ing and his anger, and this was how
it happened:

Coleby’s pond is made by a dam
built across Fall creek just half a mile
above its union with the Ohio. The
dam had been built a long time, and
the mill that stood by it was out of
repair. We boys used it for general
amusement purposes and the fisher-
man nept his boats there.

Below the dam on the side next the
old mill was a deep pool, in which we
boys delighted to swim, and into
which we used to dive from a long
beam that stuck out over it. This
beam lay on the floor of the mill, from
one side and end of which the weath-
erboarding had been torn by destruc-
tive hands. From the beam’s end
dangled a rope which secured one of
the fisherman’s boats as it lay on the
water below.

One afternoon Alf and I went down
to the old mill to see the boys dive
We met Coleby's geese as we went
across the common, and they hissed
at us, for they liked us no better than
did Coleby himself. We cared not n
bit for that, so we went on to the
pond.

Ed Sawyer, Sam Parker and Tom
Rummel were to have a contest for
the championship in diving, and were
to take the plunge from the long
beam.,

When we arrived at the mill, there
sat six or eight boys on the floor along
the «pen side of the mill, with their
feet dangling over the water that lay
cool and deep six feet below. They
wer= talking of the merits of the boys
who were to dive. Each one had his
champion, and was asserting how
murh he would distance his competit-
ors in the contest.

“Rummel’s going to win,” said PBill
Haines. “I saw him dive under a coal
barge at New Albany last summer and
come up on the other side, and I
know Parker or Sawyer can’t beat
that.”

“Sawyer can,” put in Bob Wilkins,
geiting un and walkiLg to the end
of the beam to look out over the com-
mon, “and he’ll soon show you that he
can, for here he comes, and Parker
is with him.”

We all went fo the openside of the
mii’ and greeted the boys with cheers.
Tom Rummel, tco, was seen coming
along by Coleby’s shop.

The geese waddled along in the path
befcre him, and in a spirit of fun he
ran among them, scattering them
right and left. He ran them about
until the old gander rose into the air,
followed by the whole flock.

They happened to fly toward us, and

as their clipped wings could carry'

them no further, they lit by the mill
only to receive a shower of stones,
when they took to the water, one of
them having been hit by a stone from
Alf's hand.

The geese made such an outery that
Coleby came running from his shop,
and would have punished Tom had be
been able to catch him.

Tom ran to the mill and

: |i’

that goose!™ which he kept up until
Coleby had done shaking his fist at
us and had gone back into his shop.
A few minutes later we were busily
engaged in the diving contest.

The plan was for the three boys to
stand together on the long beam and
dive at the same time. Three dives
were to be made, the boy remaining
longest under water two times out
of three to be declared winner.

If each boy won a dive, the contest
was to be continued wuntil one of
them won two out of three.

To keep the beam from tipping
when the boys, with Alf, who gave the
signals, stood ready to dive, four or
five of us stood on the other end and
held it down.

Two dives had been made, Parker
being winner in one and Rummel in
the other, and very much excited, we
stood waiting for the signal from Alf,
who stood at the other end of the
beam. The divers were poised for the
leap, and we silently waited.

“One,” said Alf, slowly and distinct-
ly, “two, th—"

“Holt on dere—holt on dere!” ex-
claimed a familiar voice, in a warning
tone.

And turning quickly we saw Coleby
in the doorway at the front of the
mill.

And, grasping her by the neck, he
held up a dead goose.

It was the goose that Alf had put
in the fiisherman’s coop—the very one
he had struck a few moments before
with the stone. It had fallen out of
sight behind a bowlder when hit, and
we did not notice that it did not swim
away with the others.

*Vat you call dis?” thundered the
enraged man, “vat you call dis? I'll
show you how to kill my geese.”

And he rushed at us with the fury
of a madman.

At the very first sight of Coleby, Alf
had wound his leg around the rope at
the end of the beam and slid down
to the fisherman’s boat.

Coleby did not see him, but came
at the rest of us, brandishing the
goose as if he meant to destroy us
with it.

As he swung it around his head, we
jumped from the beam and scattered
in all directions. But we had forgot-
ten. The beam, being left unbalanced,
upreared. and plunged the three boys
with itself into the water.

There it stood, leaning up against
the mill, its lower end deep down on
the bottom of the stream.

The splashing of the boys in the
water, our outcries as we ran here
and there to keep out of harm’s way.
and above all, Coleby’s ery of “I'll
show you how to kill my geese!” made
an uproar that was highly amusing.

Suddenly there came a cry of “Help!
help!” We stopped. Coleby stopped,
too, and the goose hung down on
the floor.

Help! help!” came the cry from. the
boys in the water.

We ran to the end of the mill
where the beam had lain. Rummel
was diving down by it. Parker and
Sawyer were swimming around, call-
ing for help, shouting “Alf’s drown-
ing!” both too frightened to do any-
thing.

There by the beam, sticking up out
of the. water, was the stern of the lit-
tle boat, and by it Alf's hands were
beating the water. Now he sank, now
he rose. but his head did not rise
above the water.

In an instant we saw it all. When
the beam went down, Alf's leg was
still wrapped around the rope, and it
had carried him, boat and all down
with it, and there he was, drowning
before our very eyes.

“Quick—a knife!” I shouted, throw-
ing off my clothes. An open pocket-
knife was thrust into my hands.
Holding it between my teeth, I
plunged into the water.

Alf’s leg was bound. I would cut
the rope and save his life. But my
mouth filled with water; I strangled
and nearly lost my senses. I dived,
seized the rope to cut it, but was so
ununerved that I dropped the knife,

It was all up. Alf would drown. Al-
ready I saw him stretched out, pale
and lifeless, his hair wet, his lips
blue.

No, no; not so bad as that. While
we quick-witted boys had exhausted
our plans for a rescue, the slow old
blacksmith was just beginning to act.

Slowly he took in the situation as
he leaned against the upper end of
the beam. Then he put his big hands
against it and began to push. He
pushed it out as far as he could reach,
but that was not far enough. With
all his massive strength, he pushed
it again beyond the reach of his hands.

It stood upright for a moment, then
fell forward with a great splash. It
sank, it rose, and with it rose the lit-
tle boat, half full of water, but in it
was—Alf, strangling, half conscious,
but saved. ‘

One week from that day, five of us
boys went over to see Colby. There
were Ed Sawyer, Sam Parker, Tom
Rummel, Alf Waters and L.

Alf carried a stuffed goose. It was
the goose he had put in the fisher-
man’s coop, and had finally killed.
She looked as natural as if she were
picking grass on the common, save
that her eyes had a stare somewhat
glassy, which was very natural for
a stuffed goose.

I carried a pair of tongs. We had
spent half a day in dragging the pond
for them, and they were at last found,
covered with mud. My sisters had gild-
ed and covered them with ribbons un-
til they were beautiful to behold,

The goose and the tongs were pre-
sented to Coleby awkwardly enough,
forgetting all the fine speeches we had
intended to make, but our sincerity
was apparent when we confessed that

we had done wrong, were sorry and

wished to make a peace offering.

The strong man's pardon was g
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WON HIS BET.

How a Nvlek' Man Got 2 Word with
the Prince of Wales by
Accident,

An old story of the king. When—
as prince of Wales—he visited Amer-
ica in 1859, it was inevitable that all
good Arhericans should wish to have
speech with him, says London M. A.
P. Now, at a place called Natick,
not many miles from Boston, there
lived ope Barnes, who kept a hotel.
Barnes was a good-patured fellow
with a bad stammer, and was the butt
of the practical jokes of such wags
as there were in Natick. On the eve
of the big parade in Boston, he an-
nounced his intention of going to see
the prince.

“Whatever for?” said one of his
friends. “You won’t get near him,
and ten to one you won’t so much
us get a glimpse of him.”

“I’'ll b-b-b-b-et ten dollars that I'H
Z-g-g-et right up te him and t-t-t-alk
to him, t-t-00,” stammered Barnes,
greatly daring.

The bet was taken then and there,
a committee was appointed to go to
Boston with Barnes to see fair, and
next morning lLe was piloted by its
members to the city and up to the
ropes which Bbad been stretched to
keep back the crowd. They could see
the prince, but a squad of police pre-
vented all outsiders from getting
anywhere near him. Yet Mr. Barnes
simply murmuared:

“W-w-wait a minute.” As he spoke
the beautifu! black horse which had
been picked for the prince’s riding
was led up. He was very fresh—too
fresh, as thLe sequel proved—but the
grooms quieted him down well
enough for the prince—then little
more than a boy—to mount safely.
But scarcely was he seated, when the
horse began to plunge and rear very
violently, so that the prince was un=
seated, landing on all fours on the
turf. There was the wildest excite-
ment on the part of the crowd near-
est at hand, the police lost control—
and Mr. Barnes’ opportunity ecame.
He dodged under the ropes and was
the first to grab the bridle of the
riderless horse.

The prince quickly rose and limped
to the horse’s head, while all ecircled
round to learn if he were badly hurt.

“Your horse is feeling p-p-pretty
good to-day, p-p-prinee,” remarked
Barnes, as the prince came up.

“A little too good,” was the terse
reply.

Still holding the bridle, Barnes
turned to the “committee,” who were
craning over the ropes, watching the
incident with an excitement that had
driven all thought of the ridiculous
wager out of their heads.

“I guess I'll take that t-t-ten dol-
lars now!” he shouted.

A SATISFIED AMBITION.

One Man Whose Craving to Be a Cir-
cus Man Was Satisfied in
Short Order,

“I haven’'t been to a circus for 40
years,” declared the well-kncwn busi-
ness man, with a ehuckle, according to
the Detroit Free Press. “The fact is
that I always feel like leaving town
whenever I hear that one is coming,
for fear that I might meet the man
to whom I hired out as a circus hand
in the days when I was young.

“I suppose there is a period in every
boy’s life when his only ambition is to
belong to a circus. I know there was
in mine, and I had it satisfied in the
shortest time won record. A small
show had pitched its tents on the vil-
lage green in the little town where I
lived, and I desired to adopt the pro-
fession right then and there. I ap-
plied to the boss for a job and was ac-
cepted on the spot as a razorback.
What is a razorback? Well, he is a
member of the loading gang. You un-
load in the morning and raise her back
at night. I was simply appalled by
the amount of work that came my
way, followed by such profanity that
I never hope to hear again. I waskept
on the jump till midnight, when he had
the outfit all loaded up, and I breathed
a sigh of relief which quickly gave way
to one of despair when the boss told
me to drive the wagon that had the
tents loaded on it. In those days the
only means of traveling was by wagon.

““Say, mister,’ said I, timidly, ‘when
do we sleep?

“‘Sleep?’ he roared; ‘we don’t sleep
here!’

“I felt that was a fact, as I knew
we had an all night’s ride ahead of us,
with the weary work of unloading as
soon as we did arrive. But, as far as
I was concerned, tired nature gave out
and I was sound asleep before we had
gone a mile. I awoke just as day was
breaking and found myself on a lonely
country road and without the slight-
est idea where I was. From a coun-
try boy who chanced to come along I
learned that the town I was supposed
to be headed for was 30 miles away,
and that I was getting: further away
from it every minute. When I realized
my position my teeth commenced to
chatter. But suddenly a brilliant
idea oceurred to me.

“*Say,” said I to the boy, ‘do you
want a pass to the show?’

“*‘You bet,” said he.

“‘Well,” said I, ‘drive this wagon to
the town where the show is and I wili
see that you get in. One of our eles«
phants has escaped and I have got to
capture him.’

“Then I made for home. I never
heard what they did to that country
boy when he arrived. I hope they
didn’t kill him.”

He Believes Her Mind,

Mrs. Isaac--I am surprised! I nefer
axpegted to see you gome home in-
togsigated! 1

Isaaes—Ra—hic—Rachel, do:

) I met a feller vot p

[ didn’e—]
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FIRST-CLASS
SERVICE

SEND YOUR WORK TO THE

Bourbon
- Laundry Co.

THE..
Queen a2

Crescent
Route

and its connecting
lines to the

P an -American
Exposition

BUFFALO
May 1st to Nov. 1st, 1901,

Excursion rates and special train service
will be announced later. The Pan-
American, the greatest American Expos-
ition since the World's Fair. Imposing
architeeture, wonderful displays, special
features, dazzling Midway.

NIAGARA
FALLS Only 80 minutes

from Exposition
Grounds.
Free Reclining
hairs

on Queen & Cresoent night traing.
Pullman Room
ote., or address
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GHESAPEAKE & BHIO RY.

TIME TABLRE.
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Trains merked thus t run daily except
Sunday; other traius run y.

Through Sleepers between Loulsville,
Lexington and New VYork without
change.

For rates, Sleeping Car reservations
or any information call on

F. B. CARR,
Agent L. & N. R R,, Paris, Ky.,

*r, GEORGE W. BARNEY,

Nivw Pasa. Agent, Levington Ky

BIG FOUR.

THE BUFFALO ROUTE TO

PAK-AMERIGAN
EXPOSITION.

UNION DEPOT AT “
CINCINNATI.

Tickets readinug via Big Four and
Lake Shdre will te good on Steamer
Line in either direction between Cleve-
land and Bnffalo withont extra charge

C.C.CLARK,T. P. A,
Chattanooga, Tenn.
J E REEVES, G.S. A,
Cincinnagi, O.
J.W LYNCH,GP.&T. A.
Cincinnati, O.

CLOTHING - CLEANED

ATHOMAS BROS: 348

Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothicg in a satisfac-
tory mauner at reasonable prices. They
ask your patronage. nov23-1yr,

’Phoue 303
OrrosiTe HoTter,. WINDSOR

COING

o §

AWAY To SCHOOL

ap by
Catalogue at once.

Lockyecar's Business
g 4 Evansville, Indiana

Gollege

Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. 1t allows you to eat all
the .c0d vou want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take 1t. By its use many
thousands of dyspeptics have been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formation of gason tha stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dieting unnecessary. Pleasant to take.

It can’t help
but do you good

Preparedonly by E. 0. DEWrITT & C0., Ohicago
!_‘bgau bot.t.lye contalns 2} times the 50c. sizd

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

Safe. Always reliable. Ladies, ask D: for
CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH in and
Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbon.
Take no other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particulars, Testi-
monials and “ Relief for Ladies,” in letter,
by return Siail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
all Drugeists.
CHICHESTER CHEMICAL CO.
210¢ Madison Square, PHILA., PA,
Mention this paper.

Notice.

To Policy Holders iu Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence game
played by the pious Insurance Agent,
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write numerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a different price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, which is part of
the game, and shorld you prefer this
particular plan write to the Agent or
Company who insured you and get it,
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be au easy mark. There are millions of
dollars lost each year by policyholdera
being duped by coufidence men.

H. C. WiLsox.

This Will Interest Many.

To quickly introduce B. B. B. (Bo~
tanic Blood Balm), the famous Southern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10,000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cures oid ulcers, carbuncles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, pains in
bones or joints, rheumatism,
exezema, itching skin and blond humors,
cancer, eating, festering sores, boils,
catarrh, or any blood or skin trouble.
Botanic Blood 3alm (B. B. B) heals
every sore or pimple, makes the blood
pure and rich and stops all aches and
pains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B)
thoroughly tested for thirty years in
hospital and private practice, and has
s legwnsands of

opeless.

bott!




